ACTIVE___________SERVICE

broken brick and masonry, and shattered glass to-
wards three shadowy figures who were frantically
tugging away to shift the trunk of a tree that had
sliced a house in half when it fell, and imprisoned the
residents.

" Can I be of any help ? " he inquired.

" Report to that man in the white hat over there,"
was the reply.

The Captain clambered across more debris and
offered his services to the head of the A.R.P. squad,
whose tin hat was painted white.

" Yes, help me get this woman out/' said the latter.
" She may be alive."

The woman, elderly and grey-haired, still lay on her
bed clad in a nightdress. The bed-clothes had dis-
appeared. The bed itself had dropped through the
ceiling from the first floor to the ground, and lumps
of the roof and walls crushed it beneath their weight.
A heavy beam lay across the woman's breast, pinning
her down. No sound or movement came from her.

The Captain and the man in the white hat com-
menced their work. In a quarter of an hour they had
extricated the woman. She was dead.

But the Captain had come to life again. During
this rescue work in the black night, with the German
raiders humming overhead, bombs dropping, and the
crash of the barrage reverberating through the sky,
a 'change took place in him, that, to begin with, he
scarcely realised. The paralysing bitterness that had
held possession of him ever since he left the hospital
seeing to vanish. He was no longer conscious of the
crushing weight of despondency under which he had
regarded himself as finished. He had believed it was
the end of everything. But now he was not so
sure. . . .

A new set of thoughts took shape in his mind as,
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